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One 


Author's Notes: 
Not true, it's just fiction 


"Izzy," | can hear his voice in my head, in my sleep, he's always there. Always. Now he's on the phone, and | 


just woke up, and reached for the phone out of instinct. | sigh, and reach for my cigarettes, and sit up. 


"Axl," | say, lighting one, inhaling the smoke into my lungs and cough it out. I've never really enjoyed the early 
morning cigarette, but Axl stresses me out, and cigarettes calm me down. 


"You're home? You're not out riding dirt bikes in the fucking Yukon Valley or some such shit?" he said, and 
despite his words being abrasive, he wasn't really angry. Well, he was, but it wasn't at the surface. | sighed, 
ran a hand against the thick black stubble on my cheeks, and inhaled again, no coughing this time. | blew the 


smoke out, a gentle plume toward the ceiling. 


"Yeah, l'm home," | said. 


"We've got to get more songs for the new albums, what are you doing? Have you been working on anything? 
You know, it can't just be me and Slash..and what about videos, and that movie we were thinking of working on? 


| talked to Del-" 


"Axl," | said, listening to his disjointed conversation but | could follow all of it. The movie, the story Del wrote, 
all the shit he had wanted to do since day one with this band, and | knew. | knew he thought | wasn't living up 
to my end of things, but why did | have to produce songs on his timetable? When did he get to be the boss? 


"| just woke up, | need to eat something and take a shower and have a goddamn cup of coffee..can | do that? 
Why don't you come over?" | said, regretting that last as soon as the words were out of my mouth. | just said 
it to get him to shut up for now. 


"Okay..half an hour?" he said, and | squeezed my eyes shut and wanted to scream. 


"Yeah, fine," | said, and hung up the phone. 


W. Axl Rose. That's how the world knew him. But when | met him he was Bill Bailey, an out of control kid whose 
father smacked him around all the time. | was never quite sure of the order there, was he hit because he 


was out of control, or did he become out of control because he was being abused? 


Back in those days, man, | thought | could handle things. | saw him on the first day of ninth grade, his straight 
red hair hanging in bangs right across his eyes, that pale skin with the light dusting of freckles, those 
cheekbones and green eyes, fuck. He was so beautiful, but no one wanted much of anything to do with him, and 
that kind of beauty doesn't matter when you're in school. We'd gone through all the years of school with all 
those kids in Lafayette and everyone was used to his beauty and disregarded it, what everyone was more 


concerned with was his behavior. 


That first fucking day, man, he was screaming at the teachers, they were screaming at him, they were 
running down the hall after him. | saw that look in his eyes, that rage, and it was so much bigger than the 
situation. He might have been upset with the teachers for whatever reason, but it was beyond that. I'd learn 
soon enough what some of the real reasons were. I'd see him with those long sleeve shirts in the hot weather, 
and his eyes all puffy and bruised from crying, and I'd gently lift those sleeves and look at all the marks and 
bruises on his arms, and his face in those moments, looking at me like everything that was happening to him 
was his fault. | loved him so much then, and | thought | could handle everything. | could handle being in love 
with a boy in that homophobic town, and | thought | could handle his rage and the abuse he was going through, 
| thought | could fix everything. 


Aw, fuck it. Now | knew | couldn't handle anything. | lit another cigarette, fuck food and the shower and all that. 
Axl would be here in a second and I'd have to deal with him, like I'd been dealing with him for all these years, 


all 14 of them. Half my life. 


"Izzy!" | heard him in the hall, the front door banging against the wall after him. I'd gone out by the pool to 
smoke. Fucking pool was getting green. | flicked my ashes into a little ashtray on the patio table next to me and 


waited for Axl to find me. 


"Hey, man," he said, standing half in and half out of my house, the glass door opened enough to let him out, 
but he hung in the doorway. He wore that white T-shirt with Marlboro printed in red down the side, and these 
stretch pants that were black with flowers all over them. | thought he might have worn those in the 
"Patience" video. His hair was parted in the center and hung straight down his back, no bandana. When he didn't 
wear a bandana his hair would fall in front of his eyes and he'd constantly push it back. He did that now. | lit 


another cigarette. 


"Hey," | said, glancing at him and then back toward the green pool. He had shaved close, and with the outfit he 
was wearing and his hair straight down his back, he looked young. He was 28, like me, but he looked young, 


almost like a teenager. 


"We need to talk," he said, dragging a chair over, and | sighed, dreading these words from most anyone but 


especially him. No one could lecture like the great Axl Rose. | was in for it. 


Two 


"Okay, the thing is, you're not putting in the energy that a band like Guns N' Roses requires. You're not..you've 
got to give llO% of your energy, and you're always off somewhere, and you don't even travel with us, and | 
get it, because Duff and Slash and Matt and everyone are complete drunks and drug addicts...out I'm not, and | 
still travel with them," 


| was getting angry, but my anger was different from Axl's. Axl's anger was like a tornado or a wild animal let 
off the leash, tearing and destroying everything in its path. My anger was quieter, like some water just 
beginning to boil 


"You're not an alcoholic or a junkie, Axl, so its fine for you to be with them. I'm a junkie. | was for years, | did 
that shit for years. | can't be around them or I'll go back to it, if its so easy," That last phrase kind of echoed 
in my head. Damn that song. Sometimes | thought that of all the songs we had written, that one was the 
truest. 


"Yeah, fine, whatever, but you're still not putting in the full amount of work that the rest of us are-" 


"Based on what? On what you determine to be the right amount of work?" | wanted to pitch my cigarette high 
into the air, but this was my house and my yard, so | crushed it out and left it in the ashtray, bent and 
smoked down to the filter. Fucking Axl, wanting to control everything. Wanting to control me. Well, he wouldn't. 


He wouldn't and he couldn't. 


| squinted my eyes at him, feeling the sympathy wanting to rush in. | knew why he was like this, why he was 
hell bent on controlling every single thing in his life. It was because of how he was treated when he was 
growing up, it was because he wasn't in control of anything. | used to feel so important in his life, when he 
would come to me after one of those beatings, when | would hold him against me and smooth his hair under 
my hand, when | would tilt his chin up and kiss his lips, when | would feed him alcohol and pills and pot so he 
could forget things for a little while. 


| was done talking. | wasn't even going to listen. He could talk all he wanted, and he did, harping on the same 
things, trying to bend everything to his will. His voice started to grate on my nerves. | smoked a cigarette and 
wanted a drink, | smoked a cigarette and wanted a hit of thick heroin smoke burning on the tinfoil 


When we were younger we were always in bands, little garage bands of kids who might have some second hand 
instrument but could barely play, maybe they could string three chords together. But it didn't matter. In the 
plaster dust of garages, plucking out the notes one painful string at a time, it was easy to imagine you were 
playing like Queen, or Led Zeppelin, or Aerosmith. We weren't always in the same band. In fact, | left Indiana 
right after high school while Axl was in jail, again, and | really thought | might never see him again 


Sometimes | wondered if | had wanted to never see him again. Maybe it was too much, even in those teenage 
years when we'd drive a hundred miles an hour down roads edged by cornfields, when we'd smoke joints in the 
park with the fountain, when we'd drink cheap beer at bonfire parties. Because even then his anger and his 


turbulent life was getting too much for me to take. 


"Bill, are you okay?" | said, sitting on the floor in my room, switching the records when one side would come to 
the end. | knew he wasn't okay. | could tell by his red eyes and his hitching breath and the stiff way he held 
himself. Sometimes | couldn't even pull him into my arms because it hurt him too much and | wondered if his 


ribs were fractured because the side of his chest was such a frightening dark purple. 


Maybe even back then | knew he would try and destroy me one day, he'd try and overwhelm me with his need 
for control, with his mood swings and his anger, with the destruction he trailed in his wake. Maybe | could 
sense the lawsuits on the horizon, and the riots and the screaming and the tears, and the helplessness that | 


medicated with heroin for nearly ten years. 


Three 


Indiana, my senior year of high school. | thought about it, thought about those days when Axl was still Bill, and 
still beautiful, but so out of control then that | looked at him with wary eyes. He'd come over after a fight, 
another fight, his nose dripping blood, and both eyes would be black like a raccoon in a few days. 


I'd put a record on my record player, my back to him. | could feel the energy around him, it crackled and it 


tried to pull you in | was getting quieter then, pulling into myself and pulling away. 


"Izzy, you got any ice, maybe an ice pack or something?" he said, and | turned to look at him, wiping the blood 
from his nose with the back of his hand. There was blood splashed all down his T-shirt and the front of his 


jeans, and his hair wasn't as long then as it is now, it hung in his eyes and almost reached his shoulders. 


"Yeah, in the kitchen,” | said, glancing up at him and then away, and | brushed past him, my head down. Then | 
was out in the hall and on the stairs, heading toward the kitchen. We didn't have an ice pack but I'd make one 
with ice and Ziploc bags. | grabbed some rags from under the sink and wet them, and carried that and the ice 
pack up the stairs. He was sitting on the edge of my bed, holding onto his side and wincing, the blood dripping 


again from his nose to his lips. 


"Look at me," | said, tilting his chin so he'd look up. Bloody mess. | took the damp rag and gently wiped the blood 
off his face. 


"Pinch the bridge of your nose..no..like this," | said, pinching my own nose to show him. 


"Don't tilt your head back, just keep it straight, look straight," | said, and he did what | said. His hair hung in 
front of his eyes and | brushed it away, knowing it bugged him. In the dim light of my room it looked darker, 


almost brown instead of red. 


| dabbed at his shirt where the bloodstains were, and when | pressed near his ribs he winced and pulled away 


from me. 


"Are they broken?" | said, looking at him holding the left side of his rib cage. They probably were, and | knew 
there wasn't anything to do for broken ribs, except maybe tape them up. Which | would do. 


"Put this on it," | said, handing him the Ziploc bag full of ice, and | left again to get the tape, which was God 
knew where. | rummaged in the medicine cabinet and under the bathroom sink and there wasn't any there, and 
| went downstairs to look in the kitchen junk drawers and under that sink, and | made a little noise of 


frustration | leaned against the wall. | couldn't keep doing this. | couldn't keep taking care of him. | didn't care 
who he fought with, it didn't matter. He was out of control. 


Fuck the tape. Then | remembered it was in the living room because my dad had tried to tape up the antenna 


that broke off the T.V. | grabbed it and headed back upstairs. 


| looked in at him before | entered the room. He still held his nose pinched at the bridge and it looked like it 
stopped bleeding. He had the ice pack up against his side, and from my doorway | saw the high angle of his 
cheekbones, the fullness of his lips, his half shut eyes, the eyelashes glowing reddish gold. He was beautiful, and 
he was sweet sometimes, and so good so deep inside, but there was so much anger and rage and mood swings. 
It was in my senior year that | decided | was going to move away, away from Indiana and away from him. | 


couldn't take it. 


"| found it," | said, stepping into the room, holding the tape up for him to see. Whatever rage had fueled 
whatever fight he got himself into had gone now, and he looked calmer, the energy reduced to a faint hiss. 


| kneeled in front of him and lifted his shirt, gently, so gently. He had been so hurt, | knew that, | knew about 
all the beatings ever since he was little. When he was calm like this | forgot about my resolve to leave and be 
done with all this, but it would come again, like the tornado touching down and destroying all the houses and 
trees. | took the tape and ripped off a decent length of it and taped up his side, then | pulled his shirt down and 
put the ice pack over the shirt, over the tape. | stood up and kissed the top of his head. 


"Feel better now?" | said, thinking | should get him some Tylenol and some Motrin, | knew you could take them 


together. | wondered if there were any here, or if I'd have to go to the store and buy him some. 


"Yeah. Thanks, Izzy," he said, his voice deep, thick, catching on itself. Sometimes his voice sounded like it was 


full of gravel. He had no idea | was planning on leaving him. There was no way to tell him. 


